Monster, the word resonates in the mind, and pushes over the tongue and past the lips so nicely. Don't you think?

A word that fits, as your sentience falls away, A sort of 'Geronimo' as you plummet downard. Towards the dirt. The grime.

That particular relief that the worst is actually happening, rather than ceaselessly anticipating. it's real, it's here, you can deal.

"Monster" That word encapsulates so much, yet is used to mean such a very limited set of things. Something repugnant, or an energy drink.

"Monster". A thing so powerful we actually try to innoculate ourselves against it. around campfires or in movies. Fantasy Encounter therapy

And its that power that's attractive, its like gravity, you can feel the tug of it, right at the back of your brain.

Thats the real essence of it, right there, power, expression, simplicity. Everything you want. Nothing you don't.

You're a monster now, your shackles and expectations are falling away and all thats left is you cranked to eleven with the knob ripped off.

That's why I love that word. It feels like, a primal benediction when I hear it, a cock in my mouth when I speak it. Heavy and wet.

SO go on. Call me that one more time, while you still have words in that deteriorating mind of yours. Call me that while you become one.

Monster.